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always at work, it was clean, but the corridors were
full of dead and dying. Doctors visited and wrote
prescriptions and ordered diets, but there were no
medicines to be issued, and as to diet, what the patient
could afford and what the hospital orderly could buy
decided that. The sick who were brought in from
the various fronts were starved, and all organization
seemed to have broken down. Pneumonia and dysentery
found easy prey in their starved bodies, and they died
in hundreds. The corridors as well as the wards were
crowded. The dirty attendants, in filthy uniforms and
with slip-on shoes or just socks full of holes, took little
notice of the patients. I saw men die with a rattle
while the attendants finished a game of cards close by.
Their main duties were to carry away the dead. The
rows of unattended, unwatched, pallid dying were
unspeakably terrible ; and yet in all this hospital I heard
no one complain.
Against us, their enemies, I found no animosities.
Even the German nurses, though full of fierce patriotism,
did all they could for us. The Turkish officers were
courteous and polite. They showed no enthusiasm
for the war. They avoided all controversial subjects.
When we happened to talk of the war, they told me
glowing accounts of the success of the British troops.
It was a curious trait of the Turks to over-represent the
success of the enemy. Thus, when we had captured
Bagdad they assured me that we were in Mosul.
Only once did we seriously disagree. As is their
custom, they used to wake at two in the morning, turn
on the electric light and smoke, talk, and even sing, The